one. "An revoir" becomes "seeinya". The taxi-driver goes to
"fifthavenya", and advises you in a hurry to "washyerstep" and
"taykadeezy", and the newspaper man at the corner of the street
inquires, "yessirwaddyuread?"

Of the inventors of language, Messrs. Danton Walker, Walter
Winchell, Earl Wilson, Ed Sullivan, and recently Mr, Billy Rose, all
of whom have newspaper columns, convey the way Broadway thinks
and talks. A new day sees the birth of a new word.

The vibrations in the atmosphere jerk and toss the inhabitants of
the city like marionettes. In the electrical tornado that engulfs them,
the New Yorkers are no more their own masters than are marionettes
at the mercy of the strings that motivate their behaviour. One week
the New Yorker's fate is to be ecstatically in love, the next to be
doomed to despair; another week business soars, then there is an
abysmal crash. These violent and unpredictable changes of situation
and temperament are apt to make everyone extremely superstitious,
hence the enormous number of necromancers in the city, who are
often in a position to direct the lives of their clients, among whom
are politicians, former war leaders, or Wall Street magnates.
It is seldom that you find repose and solace in the ordinary New
York apartment. One of the greatest upheavals that befell the city
was when, during a strike, no one could go out to cinema or res-
taurant, and the radio advised everyone to stay at home by his own
hearth. Few New Yorkers utilize their rooms as a home. They are
shaved in barbers' shops, they telephone confidentially in public
call-boxes, or in intervals at the theatre, they eat in a window, and
under the gaze of all and sundry, make love in Central Park. The
New Yorker considers he is living in his own person, and wherever
that person is, is home. The outside world is his private domain.
It is not surprising to see a young man arranging his hair, his hat,
tie, and picking his teeth in a mirror under the gaze of the crowd
waiting for the elevator, or to find that the visitors to the men's
lavatory do not deem it necessary to shut the door of their booth
while unselfconsciously they sit reading the morning papers*
The New Yorker lives in a bright glare or in impenetrable darkness.
Either he lives a secret life, or possesses nothing which cannot be
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